J^ne i ragedie . 

Thsn firie expedition be my win<*s 
Loue, Mercuric and Herald for a king. 

Come mufter men,my counfaile is my fhicld 

We mult be bncfe,when traitors braue the field. Exeunt, 

Enter Jjiaeene Margaret fola. 

A = %^ r ‘ - S ° n0 . W P ror P"itiebcgins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death* 

Here in thefe confines flilic haue I lurkt ’ 

To watch the warning ofminc aduerfarics , 

A dire induction am /witneftetoo, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Willproueas bitter, blacke, and tragical!. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here* 

Enter the gneene^ndtbe Vutcbejfe ofTorke, 

Ah my yong Princes,ah my tender babes.-! 

My vnblowne flowers, new appearing fweets, 

Ifyct your gentle loules flic in the aire 
And be not fixt in doome perpetual], 

Houer about me with your aierie win<rs 

^ndheare vour mothers lamentationf * 

Houer abqut her, fay that right for ri*ht 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged nieht ** 

J& 4 |W'lt t ^°° P G°d,flie from fuch gentle lambes 
And throw them m the intrailes of the wolfe* * 

o ' "m t fl f e P\ wIlcn fll ch a deed was done? 

r m ' ii f ,cad 1,f ^P°°« mortal! lining ohoft 
Woes feeane, worlds frame, graues due by lift vfurpt & ’ 

Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawful! earth, P 

Vnhwfuny made drunkc with innocents blood, 

J&.O that thou would!! as well afFord a graue 

As thou canftsyeeld a melancholy feate ’ 

Then would /hide my bones, not reft them here • 

O who hath any caufc to motirne but If 


of Richard the third. 

Dut, So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 
Thatmy woe- wearied tongue is mute & dumb. 

Edward Plantagenet.why art tliou dead i 

^n, Mar, if ancient forrow be moftrcucrent, 

Giue mine the benefit of fignorie. 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againc by viewing mine, 

1 had an Edward,till a Richard kild hiir. 

/had a Richard, till a Richard kild him . 

7*iiou had!! an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

(Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Dut. I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him; 

/had a Rutland too,and thou holpft to kill him, 

9,M. Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild hinx 
From forth the kenncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 
yhat dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 

7liat foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loofe,to chafe vs to our graues , 

O vprigbr,iuft,and truedifpofing God, 

How do /thankethee,that this carnall curre 
Praies on the iftiie ot his mothers body, 

And makes her pue- fellow with others mone. 

jD»r.O,Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witneftc with me, I haue wept for thee. 

£l,M. Beare with me, lam hungry for reuenge, 

And now / cloie me with beholding it: 

rhy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, } 

7liy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorke,he is but boote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection ofiuy lofte: 

Thy Clarence he is dead,thatkildmy Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan Gray, 
Vntimely fmothredin their duskie graues, 

Richard yet hues, hels blacke intelligencer, 


Oncly 


